THE NEAR EAST

different from the contented republic which has
been chosen by Europe as its playground. But
there were moments,, as we slowly ascended the Pass
of Ainblema, when I thought of the North. For the
delicate and romantic serenity of the Greek land-
scape did here give way to something that was al-
most savage, almost spectacular. The climbing
forests of dark and hardy firs made me think of
snow, which lies among them deep in winter. The
naked peaks, the severe uplands, the precipices, the
dim ravines, bred gloom in the soul. There was sad-
ness combined with wildness in the scene, which a
premature darkness was seizing, and the cold wind
seemed to go shivering among the rocks.

It was then that I thought of Delphi, and believed
that we must be nearing the home of the oracle. As
we climbed and climbed, and the cold increased, and
the world seemed closing brutally about us, I felt no
longer in doubt. We must be close to Delphi, old re-
gion of mysteries and terror, where the god of the
dead was thought to be hidden, where Apollo fought
with Python, where men came with fear in their
hearts to search out the future.

But presently we began to descend, and I learned
that we were still a long way from Delphi. The sun
set, and evening was falling when we were once
more down on the sea-level, traversing one of the
most delightful and fertile regions of Greece, the
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